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Layne's Old Couch 


Author's Notes: 


Hello and happy ficmas! | hope this little story is good enough hair kink for your tastes. It is a joy to see 
someone else getting on the Layne/Stone bandwagon anyway.. Thanks for making this wish! 


Stone was sitting next to Layne on his old couch. The thing had seen better days but it was large and still 
very comfortable, despite looking worn-out and borderline ugly. The only light in the room came from the 


television screen, where a skinny blond woman was presenting the music news on MTV. 


Both of them weren't really paying attention to who was interviewed or what was being said. They were just 
waiting for the blah blah to be over and for music videos to play again 


Layne took another hit from his smoking pipe and passed it to Stone. 


"Last round," Stone commented as he looked at the bowl with already half-lidded eyes. 


He took his turn, inhaled deeply and then exhaled slowly. 


He sat on the edge of the couch and put the pipe and his lighter on the coffee table in front of him before 
sitting back against the cushions. 


Layne smiled, amused by the way Stone tried to remain very serious even when he was getting high, though 


that usually lasted only for a short while. 

"Come here." 

Layne moved his arm on the back of the couch, inviting Stone to scoot closer. Stone shifted towards him and 
tucked himself comfortably against his shoulder. He let out a contended sigh when Layne's arm wrapped around 


him. Stone closed his eyes and let his mind unwind. 


When Stone opened his eyes again, he saw Chris and Kim on the TV screen. It took him a few second to emerge 


from his hazy catnap and realize they were talking about the recording process of their first album. 

Stone was still finding it funny to see his friends and sometimes himself on TV. They were not huge stars but 
they were the guys from Seattle, the up-and-coming new scene everyone was talking about. He thought the 
hype was stupid but he enjoyed the music recognition. 

‘Chris still talks the same way," he said. 

Layne waited a few seconds to see if Stone would say something more but he didn't. 

"What do you mean?" 

| mean.. He's on tv but he's still the same guy we all know. That's good," Stone concluded. "I don't want things 
to change. | don't want to change because MTV comes here and films us and interviews us... | don't want 
anyone here to change." 


Layne chuckled. Sometimes Stone had a tendency to be grumpy and a bit down when he was high. 


"We're not gonna change, don't worry. We'll still get high and drink beer at home.. Maybe one day I'll have a 
brand new and fancy couch," Layne replied as he looked at the tattered fabric on the arm of his old sofa 


Stone shook his head. 
"| like this couch. Don't change it" 


"Okay, Stoney.. I'll keep the couch." 


Soundgarden's interview ended and a music video started. 

Layne took a sip of his lukewarm beer while watching Mike Patton sing and hop around on the screen. A 
moment later, he felt a hand crawl over his button-down shirt. He pretended not to notice and kept his eyes 
on the tv. 

Stone's hand blindly felt around the opening and moved to the fourth button, which was the first one that was 
actually fastened since Layne had left the first few undone. Stone's deft fingers undid it and then his hand 
stopped moving. 


A faint smile made Layne's lips curl up but he continued to sit still and ignore the guitarists move. 


Since he didn't get any comment or weird look, Stone's hand resumed its journey and moved down to undo the 


next button, and then the following. There was one more button to go but he didn't bother unfastening it. 
Stone's hand slid into the shirt opening and landed in the middle of Layne's chest. He spread his fingers wide and 
threaded them into Layne's chest hair. His movements were deliberately slow as his hand crept up and then 
moved left and right, exploring the area, the subtle shape of Layne's pectoral muscles under the warm skin, 
the soft hair growing across his chest and narrowing into a thin line at the top of his abdomen to lead the 


way down his stomach and belly button. 


Stone failed to contain a sigh and started to slowly rub his cheek against Layne's shoulder, like a cat looking for 


attention. 

At that point Layne couldn't resist anymore. 

"What are you doing?" 

Stone was almost startled when Layne spoke. He gazed up at the singer and stopped moving his fingers. 
"Sorry, | thought.. Nevermind." 

Layne gazed down at Stone. 

"| thought Eddie was the promiscuous one in your band," he joked. 

Stone withdrew his hand and made a move to sit back. Sure, they were both high but Layne wasn't completely 
gone - obviously - and now he had been caught red-handed, literally, indulging in a guilty pleasure he had 
fantasized about so many times but had never dared to try. 


Layne, however, grabbed Stone's hand and put it back on his chest where it was. 


"But | didn't say | mind." 


Stone looked up at Layne and bit his bottom lip. 
"IFs just.. | like it. Your chest hair, l. really like it" 
As if to illustrate his point, Stone's fingers grazed against the hairiest part of his chest. 


Layne's arm pulled Stone back against him. His eyes had a hard time focusing but he couldn't miss how 
flustered the guitarist was. 


"Keep on going," Layne said. "I like it too, how you touch me..," he added, his voice now a tad softer. 

Layne leaned back against the cushions in the corner of the couch. Stone followed him and nuzzled his face in 
the crook of Layne's neck. His hand resumed its exploration, with the tips of his fingers grazing over Layne's 
ripples and then back in the centre of his chest where there was a shallow dip. 

Stone's fingers followed the hair trail down his stomach, all the way To Layne's waist and then a little further, 
till they reached the waistband of his pants. Around that area, the hair patch was shorter and less curly. It 


was a different texture than on Layne's chest. Stone was wondering which one he preferred. 


The singer watched Stone continue to touch and caress his abdomen and run his fingers into his chest hair for 


a while. 
"Does it turn you on?" 


Stone glanced up at Layne's and nodded shyly. He placed a kiss on his shoulder and rubbed his cheek against the 
soft cotton of Layne's shirt. 


Layne's free hand found its way into Stone's long locks and it began to massage the back of his head 

"You're starting to turn me on too," Layne said. 

"| just wanna fall asleep like this, with you, on your old couch. Im too stoned to do anything more right now" 
Layne laughed and looked down at his friend. 

"Good. ‘cause l'm too high to fuck," Layne replied 

Layne's reply didnt shock Stone. If anything, it turned him on a tad more, though only mentally. His body was in 
a weird state of arousal mixed with complete relaxation He just hoped that it wasn't just the weed talking on 


Layne's side and that somehow, perhaps another time, this could be foreplay to something more that he'd 
very willingly try with his singer friend. 


Stone smiled back at him and hid his face against Layne's neck. He placed a kiss right on his pulse point and 
began to caress his stomach and chest again A few minutes later, he yawned and closed his eyes. His fingers 
were drawing invisible little circles across Layne's hairy chest, more and more slowly, as Stone lulled himself to 


sleep. 
Layne grabbed the tv remote and turned off the sound. 


"Good night, Stone," he whispered against Stone's forehead. 


